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either get well or die. Often I didn't think too kindly of my mother
either. She didn't seem to care very much for me or any of her chil-
dren when we were small. She must have hugged and kissed rne
as a baby, but I don't know. Once when I was four or five I ran to
her with a bleeding finger I had cut against a knife blade on pur-
pose. I begged her to kiss my finger well, as I had seen a playmate's
mother do. My mother, who was tending my father, frowned and
pushed me off. Then and there I vowed I would never again seek a
kiss from her. I have kept my vow.
In our house no child's birthday was celebrated. In vain I pestered
my mother for a party. The year I was eight, my brother's wife gave
the party for me and baked a cake with candles. I then told my poor
mother I loved Arline better than her. I've tried to make up to my
mother for the hard thoughts I used to hold against her in childhood.
That's the reason Hal's treatment of her and insulting, unfair re-
marks get me frantic. He puts the blame for my misdeeds before and
after our marriage on my mother and in every other quarter except
where it belongs. The blame is mine.
When I first got myself into trouble on the baby-sitting job I was
at fault. Nobody else. I was fourteen, I could have rejected the
advances of the man. He had two children and a wife, and I knew
it. Somehow I couldn't help the way I behaved with him. It was as
though he and I made a pact I was willing to accept the sexual re-
lationship he wanted in exchange for the kisses and sweetness and
tenderness I wanted. Seeking and thirsting, I believed the man
loved me.
He didn't love me, of course. He fooled me. When my sister
Thelma learned what was going on and confronted him, he denied
he had so much as touched my hand in greeting. It is needless to
mention other men in my past who have fooled me. But here is how
Hal convinced me I was loved for myself, cherished.
I was doubtful he would want to marry me when he heard my
story. But he did. The night he gave me my engagement ring he
was supposed to work the late shift. He put me aboard the trolley
and asked if I was going straight home. Surprised, I said yes. Well,